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pupils seemed to have melted away into a bleak, white
void.   Then he vanished.

I hugged myself in my coat, for I was shivering. I was
tired; and sleep, a kind of drunken sleep, black and
feelingless, claimed me. I wanted to think, to turn these
things over in my mind, but sleep was ruthless and
would not be put off. I got to my hotel, fell on to the
bed, and slept like an animal.

In the morning it was hard to disentangle dream from
reality, and something within me urged me not to try and
find out. I woke late, a stranger in a strange city, and
visited a church far-famed for its mosaics. But my eyes
were blind to such sights. The night's adventure rose
vividly before my mind, and unconsciously my feet
sought that alley-way and that house. But such
thoroughfares do not become alive until after dark.
During the daytime they wear cold, grey masks, and it is
only those who know them well who are able to recognize
one from another. Search as I might, I did not find
the street I wanted. Weary and disappointed I returned
to the hotel, followed by pictures that were either the
figment of a disordered brain, or the remembrance of
reality.

The train was scheduled to leave at nine o'clock that
evening. I felt sorry to quit. A porter carried my bags
to the station. Then, at a crossing, I recognized the
street leading to that house. Telling the man to wait a
minute, I went to cast a final glance at the site of my
adventure, leaving the fellow smirking in a knowing way.
Yes, here it was, dark as last night, with the moon-
light shining on the window-panes, and outlining the
door. I was drawing nearer, when a figure emerged
from the shadows. I recognized the German cowering
on the threshold. He beckoned for me to approach. But
mingled horror and fear made me take to my heels. I
did not wish to be delayed, and to miss my train.